THE TRIANONS

open palms massaging his narrow chest, But he looked at Jean-Noel
with a certain ironical mistrust.

"Well, Schoudler," he said, "it seems that your services are already
essential to the Ministry for War. I have received a secret and confi-
dential order to send you to the Boulevard Saint Germain forthwith.
You are posted as driver to the Minister. Have you any friends in the
Ministry?53

"The Minister, sir; at least, my family knows him."

"And is this the result of a personal application or one made by your
family?"

"By my family," Jean-Noel replied basely.

The Colonel made a wry face.

The Minister for War had two drivers at his disposal. As the time of
one of them had expired, Simon Lachaume had found no difficulty
in having Jean-Noel posted to the job.

Simon saw a personal advantage in this; one of his drivers, at least,
would be personally devoted to him and would not go off each morn-
ing to make his report to the Deuxieme Bureau or a representative of
the Surete as to how the Minister spent his leisure hours.

He therefore intended using Jean-Noel particularly for night duty,
Sunday drives into the country and his more confidential journeys.
Indeed for several months Jean-Noel was as much his sister's chauffeur
as he was the Minister's.

The first time Simon wanted to kiss Marie-Ange in the back of the
cars she shrank away from him and with a lift of her chin indicated the
back of Jean-Noel's head.

"But look here/' Simon whispered, "he knows all about it; he knows
why I've taken him into my service."

Marie-Ange resigned herself to it, thinking that modesty might do
her brother harm.

And Jean-Noel drove Marie-Ange to Lachaume's house, and
Lachaume to Marie-Ange's, and he drove both Marie-Ange and
Lachaume to theatres and restaurants.

By means of the driving-mirror he was able to follow his sister's and
the Minister's amorous games and did so with slightly perverse amuse-
ment. Simon, as a public man, was extremely busy, his every moment
was bespoken, and he wanted to make the most of the rare minutes he
could devote to his pleasures.

As for Marie-Ange, Jean-Noel admired her grace of movement; he
felt a sort of morbid pleasure at seeing her beautiful lips, her fresh skin,
against Simon's bald head and hairy ears, at seeing her beauty and her
youth at the mercy of his ugliness. And at such moments it sometimes
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